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him when I say that it was quite equal to Kemble's Corio-
lanus, in bold original conception and corresponding felicity
of execution. There are reasons, however, as Bottom says,
why this play can never greatly please. Its close leaves
our love of country without hope : the heroic Bonduca
compels her daughters to swallow poison, and drains the
bowl herself! Caractacus, after the loss of Hengo, is per-
suaded to surrender himself to a brave foe, and is marched
away for Rome to swell the triumph of Suetonius ; but
not before he has uttered one sentiment as to making peace
with an invader, which shall close this, I hope not mis-
placed, triumph of Fletcher.

' That hardy Roman,

That hopes to graft himself into my stock,
Must first begin his kindred under ground.
And be allied in ashes.'

The widow of the late Spranger Barry, perhaps indis-
creetly, all things considered, married again at Dublin.
Her husband, Crawford, was, as an actor, nothing com-
pared with Barry. Though he had not Barry's height,
he had certainly not Barry's gout ; and was, when I saw
him afterwards in Pierre, a very fine figure. I have heard
that the great actress herself was much offended at the
scanty measure of his town success.

As the casualties of theatres, of any size, call for brief
notice in a work like the present, I know of none which
excited greater interest than the death of the younger
Linley, who was unfortunately drowned at Grimsthorpe,
the Duke of Ancaster's seat in Lincolnshire, on the 5th of
August. He and his accomplished sister were, by invita-
tion, to pass the summer amid a great variety of elegant
festivities, to which no people in my time could more
powerfully contribute. His death left a melancholy im-
pression of more than common length, and it employed, I
think, the pathetic talent of Mr. Sheridan.

Among a number of agreeable features which distin-
guished Colman's house, one was a rather particular
attention to musical farces; and I even still remember the
effect of Bate Dudley's Flitch of Eaeon. Edwin's Tipple
was an exquisite treat. Had he but imitated the habit